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SENIT

Dream No More.

Dream no more, maiden,
Dream no more;

Lite is o'er laden

With care and oppreesion,

With griet and transgression,
No ideal store;

Dreara no more, maiden, .
Dream no more.

Boyhood, so rarnest,
Dream no more;

Thon but returnest

For all lile’s sorrow,

All life would borrow
From thy youth's store;

Boyhood, so earnest,
Dream no more.

Work, youth and maiden,
Work evermore;

Let the winds, laden

With thy young visious,

Thy pictured elysians,
Joy in their store;

Work, youth and maiden,
Work evermore.

Must we forever
Dream no mora?
Then work we never;
Then toil is ended;
Lite-toil is blended
With ideal store;
Dreams gone forever,
‘Work is no more.
—Fanny Elms, in the Weslern.

The Pilot of the " Helena.”

Those among our readers who have
never visited the Gulf States would
think it strange to see in January the
verdure and bloom of spring. And 1t
was a strange sight to two passengers
on thesteamer Helensa, who were never
weary of gazing at the beautiful villas
on the banks of the Mississippi, asthey
approached New Orleans, embowered
aa they were in orange trees, and glow-
ing in therich hues of tropical vegeta-
tion.

It istruly a lovely scene,” said Mrs.
Fairstone, turning to her invalid hus-
band, who had been hrought on deck for
the benefit of the warm sunny air.
*Yet it must be monotonous to the
people who live here,” she added.
“They have none of those marked
transitions of seasons, which in them-
relves are so interesting. Ishould feel
as if I was cheated out of a portion of
the year without the snow and ice, the
skating, and the cosey fireside of our

“I Orleans by daylight.”

| that can only be witnessed on the Mis-
| issippi.

But above the noise and confusion,
she heard the loud, angry voive of the
captain, ‘I say, sir, what right have
you Lo dictate to me how many bales of
cotton I must carry on my own hoat?
| I'm the owner of it, sir, and I know my
own business. Just attend to your
i own, and let me alone, will you?”

“]1 certainly shall do that,”” Mr.
Seymour’s voice answered, ** by egeiting
off here with my friends, and waiting
for a safer boat to take us to New
Orleans."” .

i Mrs. Fairstone heard the voice of her
! husband ecalling her at that moment.
i She tound him lying on the sofa, suffer-
{ing from one of the sudden attacks of
pain which accompanied his disease.
Mr. Seymour hurried into the cabin
during the paroxysm.

i *We had better land here, Fairstone,”
| he said; that obstinate captain is tak-
ing in more freight than his boat can
carry. Boats are passing all the time,
and we'li take another and zet to New

It's impossible,” faintly said the sick
man. “It would kill me to move me
now. Leave me, if you feel uneasy—
we'll only be separated for a few hours
—and I wish you’d persuade Alice to
go with you. She’s really anxious and
nervous; though, resllp. don’t believe
there’s & bit of danger.’

Mr. Seymour laughed at the expres-
sion of Mrs. Fairstone's face at this pro-
posal to desert her husband.

“That settles the matter,” he said.
{ “If you can’tor won't move, I certainly
| will not leave you. My anxiety was

only on your account, and I dare say
I've exaggerated matters."”

| A half hour later he said: “Well, I'll
| go out and see how we are running.”

Outside the cabin he met Ben. * We're
shipping water at a great rate, Ben,”
he said, ““and running very heavily. I
can tell it by the motion of the boat.’

““Yes, sir,” answered Ben; *‘‘we're
down 6o low in the water that when we
meet the ]Jarge boats, their waves sweep
over that lower tier of cotton. It's

tting prretty well soaked, and very

eavy. The truth is, the boat is un-
manageable in this rough water with
such a load, and we can't run at all
when we meet the large packets.”

and a log struck him with such force
that for a second the blow stunned him;
but hie never reiaxed his grasp on his
senseiess burden.

“T'll save her, or I'll go down too!"
he muttered between hisclenched teeth,
And in a very few minutes he reached
the shore, but too much exhausted to do
more than drag her from the water.

There was a house near by, and ina
short time Mrs. Fairstone was in the
hands of kind women, who put herin a
warm bed, and bestowed every careand
attention that her situation demanded.
But _Ler first thoughts, tbough full of
gratitude to the who had preserved
her, and the brave boy who at the risk
of his own life had saved hers, were yet
full of pain. Where was her sick hus-
baud? Had he survived the horrors of
the night?

“Where is the young man who
broupht me here?” she asked of one of
the women
_ “On, he and my husband started off
inthe skiff to sez if they couldn’t pick
up some of the Ipeople from the boat
He told me to tell you he expected to
bring your husband back with him.”

And he did. He found Mr. Seymour
and his friend safe on the opposite side
of the river, and enjoyed the exquisite ]
sati#faction of witnessing the 11appy
meeting between the husband and wife.

Five of the passengers of the ill-fated
steamer lost their lives thut night, and
the drunken captain himself wentdown
in his vessel.

A few days after the arrival of the
Fairstones in New Orleans, Mr. Fair-
stone said to Mr. Seymour, *‘You'll
have to make up your mind to part
with your friend Ben Seymour.”

* And why?” Seymour asked.

*Because I've persuaded him to go
back North with me this spring. I can
offer him an excellent position. In
fact, my wife and I feel that we ought
to give him every advantage that it is
possible for us to give. Aside from
our obligations to him, I shall be happy
in being of service to so true and faith-
ful a lad. His very voice seems to

bring cheer and gladness.”
“Iam very glad for him,” Mr. Sey-
mour answered, ‘“‘and I think you will
not regret jt. [ had proposed doing
something for him, but you have an-
ticipated me. In fact, he will accept

“] knew that,” Mr.Seymour answered
“I'm not uneasy for myself, for I've too
often been in perilous straits, but that
helpless couplein the cabin make me
very anxious. Are you at the wheel
during the first watch?"

“Yes, sir. Mr. Seymour, you've been
a kind friend to me, and I don’t mind
telling you that Charlie Fry, who takes
the wheel after me, isn't fit for duty to- I
night. He wasdruck all day yesterday, |
you know, and he's drinking yet. I told
the captain so, but he cursed me, and
told me that drunk or sober, Fry should
take his spell, and if the boat should
come to harm he'd shoot him.”

* As if that would help us! But the

New England home.
* *“But, Mr. S&ymunr. 1 don’t feel safe |
on this boat. To be sure,I don't know |
much about it, but it seems to me that |
it is very heavily loaded. Don’t you
see it is below the water's edge. And !
the cotton bales are piled up not only on |
the Txards. but even on deck.” !

“ 1t does seem a very henevdy load. |
Seymour,” Mr. Fairstone added; *“and
8 you.ng pilot, too,” with a metion of |
hishand toward the pilot-house, where |
stood a youth of abeut eighteen. |
“Oh, you needn’t beatall uneasy,” |
Mr. Seymour answered, Inughing. .
*Young as he is, Ben Groves is one of
the best pilots on this river. He's been |
at the business ever since he could turn |
» wheel, and there isn't a turn or a dan- |
gerous point on this old river tha he is |
not familiar with. He is cool and brave, |
and never touches liquor. And that is
a rare virtue in steamboat men.’

* But he's a mere youth," persisted |
Mr. Fairstone. !

*0ld in experience, however; and a |
fine, manly fellow, whom every one'
likes and respects. He's anorphan; not |
& relative in the world, he tells me; an?-,
he has had a pretty hard tussel to gef |
along. Itshows what stuff he is made |
of, that he has come out all right after !
passing through such an ordeal.” |

“ But the boat is heavily laden,” Mr.
Fairstone persisted, with an invalid's
pertinacity. |

“Qh, well, tolerably. But you must |
remember thht cotton, though abulky, is |
not a heavy load. Besides, in case of |
accidents, every cotton bale is a life pre- |
gerver, for you can't sink one of them.” |

At that moment the young pilot, hav- |
ing been relieved at his post, descended |
to-the deck, and leaning on the railings, |
looked out on the dusky river. |

* Boat lies pretté]ow in the water, eh, |
Ben?" said Mr. Seymour. * Tremen- |
dous load, isn't it?”

Ben touched his hat to the lady as he !
answered, *‘Ithink we hada geavier |
load, sir, last week. But then we had |
fine, calm weather. I believe Captain |
Green intcnds taking in several hunired |
bales at Annandale plantation.”

~It's madness!” cried Mr Seymour,
angrily. “I'll remonstrate with the
captain. He has no right to tske pas-
sengers, if he persists in overloading his
boat in this way.”

Ben beckoned Mr. Seymour to his
side. “I wouldnt advise you to say
anything to him to-day,” hesaid, in a
low voice. !

“1 understand. The old brute is as |
drunk as usual, I suppose. That's the |
reason I never travel on his boat, and I
wouldn't be here now if my old school- |
mate, Mr. Fairstone, whom I have not |
met for ten years., hadn’t taken passage
with him at St. Louis. Well, I'll wait
until I see whether he really intends
piling on more cotton, and then, if he |
does, I'll spesk my mind whether he |
likes it or not.” i

“Do yonu think there’s really any dan- |
ger? called out Mrs. Fairstone, |
troubled by this private conversation. |

i

“We're in no danger at all now, |d

ma'am,” the boy answered, with his |
frank, bright smile. “The boat has |
often carried a heavier load than this, |
and I hope we shall not have much wind |
to-night.” Hesaid this rather dubiously, |
however, for since sunset the wind had |
freshened, and was now blowing from

the north in short, fitful gusts. |

* We should be so helplessin da.ngeﬁ}:‘ i

said the lady, trying to smile.

Fairstone is so sick; and I'm

should be asad coward in any emer |

ncy.”

“Don’t let that trouble you,” Ben
said, cheerily. *‘I don't think anything
will happen, and if there should, I'm a
fumous swimmer. I've swum across
the Mississippi where it is wider than
it is here, and I promise not to desert

ou, ma'am, if dan%?: does come; but
don't think I shall be called upon to
fuifill my promise.”

The lady smiied her thanks, and then
turced to assist her hushand, who. find-
ing the air chilly, proposed returning to
the cabin. )

She there provided him with a bock,
and when he became absorbed in its

contents. she made her way as well as !

glie could through the tiers of cotton
bales on the guards, to the small npen
space, commanding a view of the river,
on which the shades of night were
}a}li%fz. - : N
“What a horrible river it is!”
she thought, with a shudder. *‘This
morning I never wearied of watch-
ing it waves, it seemed so gran
so sublime, a fit type of eternity. Now
it looks to me like a sullen monster,with
ganing jaws ready to devour us.”

Asshestood there musing, the whistle
sounded. The boat was making the
Aunandale landing, and at any other
time Mrs. Fairstone would have gazed
with interest at the novel scene.

There were two or three large lighted
firrstands on the bank, throwing their
red light on adark background of forest.
The dusky forms of men moving back-
wird and forward through walls of
cotton, shoutiuﬁ. singing, cursing, and
bandying rough Jests with the boat-
hands, who were rolling the cotton

down the bank, made up a weird scene, !

afraid I |

d, | this river. Now just keep up a little

drunken brute, of course, has no reason
in him. What is to be done?”

“AllT can do,” Ben answered, “is to
stay in the pilot-house while Fry is at
the wheel. He's very quarrelsome, but
I'll stand it, for I might do some good
should any accident occur. I'll try and
get him to keep the boat well in shore.’

“ My boy,” said Mr. Seymour. laying
his hand on Ben's shoulder, ** if you'll
bring this boat safely to port, I'll|
ive— . . [

““You'll give me nothing for doingmy |
duty,” Bea answered, with his frank, |
bright smile; * nothingat least but what |
you have alraady given me~kind words |
and confidence. Nsthing in the world |
may happen, but i | will be well for you |
to be zrepared. Don’t be afraid that I
won't gite you swift warning in case of
an accident. You'd better lie down and
get some SIEf\E'”

Lie down Mr. Seymour did, without
undressing himself, but to sleep was
impossible. The boat was crowded
with passengers, mostly cFay young peo-
pie, who only spoke of danger to laugh
and jest at it. They had no serious
fears that anything could occur in the
few hours which must intervene before
th;i landed in New Orleans.

idpight came, and the gay party
proposed sitting up until the boat
reached the city. “}I,t will be there at
four o’clock,” said one ot them, ** and it
is nearly one o'clock now.”

Mr. Seymour, lying there, heard two
contrasting sounds. Inside the music,
laughter and light jests. Outside the |
wind was blowing hard, and he could |
feel the boat stagger as it met the waves. |
All was light and blird security within, |
but darkness and danger seemed to his |
excited fancy_to surround them with a |
relentless wall. |

There was a jar, so slight that it did
not disturb his reverie, but he heard a |
step pass hastily down the cabin, and |
Ben's voice. !

*““Gentlemen, the boat is sinking! |
Save the ladies!”

Mr. Seymour was on his feet in a |
second and out in the cabin.

T was coming for you,” Ben said, |

'in a calm voice. ‘‘ Fry ran the beat on |
' asnag, but I

ot her as mnear shore as |
possible. Take Mr. Fairstone—I'll do |
m% best for his wife.” {
bhrough the shrieking women and |
terrified men they made their way to
the sick man's stateroom. He was al-
ready up, and leaning on his wife's
shoulder, but both of them were coo1 !
and self-possessed in this hour of peril.
*“Trust yourself to me, dear old fel- |
low!” Mr. Seymour cried, taking his |
arm. “Your wife is in the best of |
hands.” i
The water was a foot deep in the |
cabin as they waded through. There |
was not a minute to lose, for the heavy |
boat was sinking rapidly. When they |
reached the guards, the cotton wus |
afloat, and a shrieking, surging mass of
bhumanity was struggling among it.
“To the left side!” shouted Ben,
ging Mrs. Fairstone after him. |
*“There’s too many people hiere. They'll |
drag us down as soon as we get in the |
water."” !
The left guard, furthest from the |
shore, was comparatively deserted. {
‘““Now, ma'am,” cried Ben, “stnpl
right here and lay your hands on this
bale that's floating. Don't be afr-id, !
and try to geton it, or you'll upset. I'll |
hold you on, and we'll push off clear
| of the boat. Are you there, Mr. Suy-

! mour?” .
“All ready,” came through theia rk- |
i ness, and_Mrs. Fairstone found hecs eif |
!in the river with only her head and !
' hands above water, but supported by a |
| strong grasp.
{in the floating bale, which was now |
i moving rapidly down stream.
[ It was a starlight night, and they |
{could see the river filled with cotton !
bales with people clinging to them, and |
'hear dreadful shrieks as some poor
i wretches Jost their hold and went down
! in the black depths.
! “Don’t give up, ma'am,” said Ben,
with not a quaver in his cheery voice, as
. Mrs. Fairstone groaned aloud. i
** My poor husband!” she gaid, faintly. |
' **He's as safe with Mr. Seymour as he |
|can be. Whv, ma'am, Mr. Seymour
|could savemore than one person. He
swims like a fish, and he never loses his
head. We're not very far from shore
now. Round that point there's an eddy,
which will carry us right on a sand-
bank. I know every turn and eddy of

i while longer, ma’am, and you'll be
] mfe.ﬂ

But poor Mrs. Fairstone, between the
chill of the water and her own terror,
was fast losing lLer consciousness. As
in a dream she heard Ben’s voicein her
ears, whilst her grasp on the bale re-
laxed, and had it not been for his sup-
porting arm, she would have sunk.

“ She can’t stand it any longer,” Ben
muttered, * better try a swim for the
nearest point.”

He puslied aside the cotton bale, and
holding the lady with a firm, strong
grasp, swam toward the shore, now
near at hand.

| ean tell you, unless he feels he can re-

| said & man standing on the outer edge of

| Wade at this time lived on Four and-a-

| confronting the assassin said:

benefits from no one, not even you, I

turn an equivalent. fe is an inde-
pendent, self-reliant boy, and would do
his duty, or what he thought his duty,
at any sacrifice.”

“Do I not know it?” Mrs. Fairstone
said, softly. * I was a stranger to him,
but I am sure his promize to help me in
danger would have been sacredly kept,
though his own life had been lost in the
attempt.”"— Youth's Companion.

T e e e et

How an Attempt Was Made to Assassin-
ate Ben. Wade,

General J. S. Brisbin, in the PLiladel-
phia Press, gives the follow.ng account
of an attempt to assassinate Ben. Wade:
1t is not generally known thatan at-
tempt was made to assassinate Mr. Wade
in Washington during the war about
the same time that an_attack was made
on Charles Sumner’s life.

nine o’clock at ngﬂlt. and Mr. Sumner
had just guitted . Wade's door when

a pistol shot was heard in the street.
Mrs. Wade, who wag sitting in the par-
lor with Mr. Wade, sprang to her feet
and said to her husband:

s M{dGod! Frank, I fear they huve
killed Mr. Sumner.”

Wade, with the people of the house,
hurried to the spot and found Mr. Sum-
ner calm but very pale and weak. He

the pavement had fired at him with a
pistol, the ball passing close in front of
his face and ai)parently hitting the wall.
The nssassin then ran up an alley and dis-
appeared. The wall of the adjoining
house was examined, and the ball was
found sticking between two bricks and
completely flattened out by its force. No
trace of the assassin could be found and
nothing was ever heard of him.

A few days after this occurrence
man called on Mr. Wade about eight
o'clock in the evening and pretended he
had important business with the Senator
and some papers to show him. Mr.

half street, in a house owned by Mrs.
Barrett. Mr. Colfax lived in the house
with Mr. Wade, and both occupied
rooms on the second floor. The man
pushed his way into Mr. Wade's sitting-
room and asked him if he would read a
petition. Mr. Wade was alone at the
time, and something in the man's face
or manner aroused his suspiciun. Ask-
ing to be excused for a moment, the old
Senator went into an adjoining room,
where he and his wife slept, and took a
pistol from the drawer of a bureau. Hold-
ing the pistol under his dressing-gown
Wade returned to the sitting-room, and

“Now, sir, I amr ready for you.
Wlae;? are the papers you wish me to
read:

Drawinia r{mc\w.g;e from his breast
the man handed it to Mr. Wade with
one hand, while with the other he
grasped the handle of a large knife.
Quick as thought Wade saw it, and
cocking the pistol placed it under the
man’s nose and said :

“ Draw that knife, orattempt to draw

It wagabout | ¥

Thirteen at Dlnner. |,

It is idle, of course, to fight supersti-
tion with logic, but when a presuma-
bly sane man gravely sets forth in the
London Whitehall Review ‘‘the simple
facts in the case” of the death of Dr.
Fairbanks, one of Queen Victoria's
physicians, and these simple facts are
that the dead man was the first to sit
down and the first to rise againat a
dinner where the diners numbered thir-
teen, it is perhaps worth while to direct
attention to the way in which such
superstitions are nourished.

Dr. Fairbanks died thé next morning
after the dinner mentioned. After that,
therefore benuse of that, argue the
superstitious. So it always is. Men are
quick to note and comment upon & co-
incidence of occurrence with supersti-
tion, but they rarely remember the
cases in which such coincidences fail to
come about. Yet every logical mind
must fee] that a hundred fulfillments of
such an augury with one failure of ful-
fillment must discredit the augury;
while in practice superstitious persons
argue upon a precisely contrary assump-
tion, namely that a hundred failures
count for nothing against a single ful-
fillment.

Mr, Whitelaw Reid in conversation
related some bits «f experience upon
this point of thirteen at dinner not long
ago, one of which is worth reporting as
an offset to the Whitehall Review’s story.
Mr. Reid died one day at a gentleman’s
house in Washington. There were just
thirteen persons at the table, and the
fact was commented upon. During the
dinner Mr. Reid was served with a writ
of arrest in one of the vexatious suits
by means of which certain persons at
the capital sought to punish him for
holdness of speech, and this untoward
event appeared, avcording to the super-
stition. to mark Mr. Reid as the doomed
thirteenth guest. The superstition be-
ing thus brought to mind, Mr. Reid
made a list of the persons present, and
although the dinmer oceurred a good
many years ago there is not one of its
ﬁues's who is not in sounder health to-

ay than he was at the time when the
thirteen dined together.

One such fact as this is & complete
lozical refutation of the teaching of the
superstition; and such refutations occur
frequently; yet it is certain that one
such etory as that of Dr. Fairbank's
death wilfundn the salutary work of a
score of carefully noted cases in which
the thirteen survive. Men are weak
and foolish, and superstition is stronger
than logio, and cowardice is a com-
moner quality than philosophy.

The fact is that when as many as
thirteen persons of middle age, selected
without reference to their bodily health,
coms together, it is not far from an
even chance that some one of the nnm-
ber will die within the year, in the
natural order of things, and if more
than thirteen are present the chance is
increased. Butnobody thinks of delay-
ing a dinner or making it uncomforta-
ble by siliy forebodings when eigliteen
or twenty persons are present, although
there is then greater probability than
in the case of thirteen that some one of
the company will be buried within the
ear.

So silly and so annoying a supersli-
tion as this—for it is annoying to have
dinners postponed or guests removed to
a side table in deference to superstitious
cowardice—ought to be combated b

every sensible person until its hea

shall be bruised unto death. Soundly-
constituted minds regard death with
philosophic calm even when its approach
is certain, and vague dread of it when
itstime of coming is uncertain isin a
high degree unmanly. After all, it is
life rather than death that ought to oc-
cupy attention, and most of us have
enough to doto keep our lives what they
ought to be.—New York Evening Post.

Burial Castoms.

Nearly all nations and tribes of men
bury their dead lying and extended
trom east to west. Some, however, bury
them sitting, and some lay their dead
north und south. The Bongos, a people
in Central Africa, bury men with the
face to the north and women with the
face to the south. If one of the Wan-
yamweri, in Africa, happens to die
abroad, he is buried facing his native
village. The custom of laying the body
east and west is originally due to solar
symbolism, and the head is turned to
the east or the west according as the
dead are thought of in connection with
the sunrise, the reputed home of deity,
or with the sunset, the reputed region of
the dead. The Kamtchadales xeep
special dogs for the purpose of con-
suming their dead. The Latookas, of
Zanzibar, bury their dezd who die from
disease or old age, but make it a rule
to leave those slain in battle to be de-
voured hy wild beasts where they lie.
The Parsees bring their dead to vertain
round towers, called towers of silence,
to be eaten by vultures, which make
these towers their dwelling places.
The Moors lay the bodies of the dead
on the ground and piling prickly thorns
on them to keep off beasts, leave them
to decay. The ancient Colchians sus-
pended the cerpses of men in trees, but
their women they buried. The Gonds
uand Bhils, of Tndia, burn their men but
bury their women. The Zodas bury
children, the victims of infanti-

it, and you are a dead man!" !

The assassin turned very pale, and at |
the command of Mr, Wade held up his |
hands. |

“ Now, about face!" roared Wade.

The assassin turned his back, and |
Wade, placing the muzzle of the pistol |
against the back of his head, said: i

“Forward, march!” ; I

In this way he marched the fellow out |
of the room, down the stairs, along the
hall, and, opening the street door. bid |
him depart. Those who remember Mrs. |
Barrett’s house will recollect the front
door is reached by ascending & pair of
wicding stairs. Just as the assassin set -

his foot on the top stair Wade gave him |

cide, and burn all others. The Greeks
used both burial and burning. Among
the Romans burial was the earlier cus-
tom. Burning was not general till the
republic, but was universal under the
empire. The Egyptians embalmed their
dead. The Mahometans and the Chris-
tians both use burial.

A Fire Kept Buorning Forty-Seven
Years.

The Utica (N. Y.) Observer relates
this little bit of romance: The son of a
well-to-do farmer, who formerly resided
in one of the western towns of Otsego
county, tells the following rather good

a kick und a push that sent him sprawl- | story “of the fire that hias burned con-
ing to the bottom, and he fell headlong | tiruously for forty-seven years upon his

on the pavement.

Then, closing the | hearthstone:

Inthe month of January,

door with a bang, the old man left the | 1831, on a cold winter's night, he was
fellow to gather himself up and get | gitting by a bright, warm fire which was
away as best he could. Retumm%] t0  burning in the old-fashioned fireplace.

his room, as coolly as if nothing

it was three or four days before the
family learned anything about the
occurrence.

On opening the petition it was found
to be an illiterate, ?on;:, rambling affair,
badly writlen, wretchedly spelled and

was evidently the intention of the assas-
sin to stab him_to death while he was
reading and his attention fixed on the

#d | The hired girl was watching the cheery
happened, Wade put up his pistol, and | hlaze with him, and, during their con-

| versu.tion, she spoke of the cold night

and how pleasant it was to have a good

| fire to sit by, and remarked that she
{ hoped she should always have one to
‘enjoy. The farmer's son said to her,
v 1 8 Aand -« That light will always shine, and will
She clenched her hands | amounting to nothine. Wade said it | grow brighter every day.” Time pussed

'smoothly with him and the hired girl

until the winter of 1833, when they were

| married. Upon conducting his hride to

paper. He said he could not tell whnt | her new home for the first time, he

made him suspect the man, but he did
so, and from tne moment he enteved the
room felt and knew what the fellow had
ceme for.

Getting to the Rear,

While Jackson’s corps wascautiously
moving to the Alank and rear of the
Union army at Chancellorsville,the Con-
federate cavalry in advance became en-
gaged with the enemy. Soon a wounded
and bleeding trooper was seen emerging
from the woods in front. After looking
around, he moved in the direction from
which the infuatry were marching, as
if seeking the rear, or as the average
mray-jacket would say, the r’ar. Soon
afterward rapid firingexplained that the
nlue-jackets had closed in behind Jack-

cavalryman wasseen coming back again.
When opposite the * Stonewall,” an-
other cavairyman from the front also
arrived. No. 1 at opce recognized him
and said: * Hallo, Bill—wounded ®”

“Yes,” gaid No. 2, ““but not bad.
Let's git to the r'ar.”

At which No. 1 exclaimed: * Thisis
the blamedest fight I’ve binin yit. It
hasn’t got no r’ar.”

The Chinese in California are perhaps

The drift-wood impeded his progress,

like clocks; when they are run down
they don't to.—}’hilad:l;hia Bulletin.

son, and it was not long before the poor |

Ikindled a fire on the hearthstone, and

throughout all these forly-seven years
L of their married life he hus never al-
lowed it to go out. Naturally lie has
! formed a strong attachment for this tire.
| It is, he says, nconstantreminder to him
{of the day when he first brought his
bride to her new home. Around it his
children have grown up to manhood and
. wopanh~od, and his grandchildren have
' gnzed into its iight, and has also cne
| grent-grandchild, It was the last lighs
that fell upon the eyes of two of his
children who have crossed the river to
| that bourne whence no traveler returns,
and he hopes that it will be the lastlight
! that will fall upon the eyes of himself
'and his companion when they shall be
| called to the land of eternn] light.

Jay Gould is now accumulating
wealth more rapidly than any man in
the city iand probably in Americn), ex-
cept William H. Vanderb:lt. His in-
come is now estimated at $2,000 a day.
Twenty years ago he was jobbing sole
leather, and had a tannery in the Penn-
sylvani: woods, the place being called
Gouldsborough.—Cincinnali Gazetle.

Miss Thompson, of Northeast, Pa.,can
] break fifty out of seventy-five glass balls
| hrown in the air, with a nifle.

| tinl legislation to favor England.

BACK HAIR.

An * Expert” Tells How the Supply of
Feminine Tresses is Hept Up,

The Scientific American has dilated on
the subject of *“Back Hair," and an-
nounces that ** false hair having come to
be recognized as a necessity of the mod-
ern female existence, it may be ofinter-
est to learn how this constantly increas-
ing want is supplied.” We trust that
the revolting account of the sources of
supply which follow these words may
have created due conslernation among
the wearers of false hair, but we also
trust that there may be many scientific
Americans who will have divined for
themselves the fact that nothing so de-
testable ns hairobtained in the ways and
prepared by the processes described in
thlisdarticle ever approaches the head of
alady.

As a matter of personal experience,
and as the result of observations in a
wide family circle, the writer is able to
assert that ** false hair ' .~ very seldom
worn by ladies. Additiow. | hair, how-
ever, is constantly used by those who
neither ignore the dictates of fashion
umrlﬂ. nor yet consent to be led by
them beyond the bounds of good sense
or good taste or propriety or of neat-
ness. In regard to this additional hair,
it is certainly ** of interest to learn how
this constantly-increasing want is sup-
plied.” It is even singular that no
statement explaining this matter has yet
appeared, and that the Scientiic dm:ri-
can, whose supply of back hair can
hardly entitle him to the position of an
*‘expert,” should be the only exponent
of the subject. .
Ag birds shed their delicate feathers,
and as the inferior animals lose their
coats, which are replaced by new ones,
g0 the human head gradually changes its
covering of hair, and from the yearly
sheddings of her own hair, preserved
with perfect neatness and accurate eare,
are fashioned for each |lady the various
additions of puffs or plaits or curls, as
the case may be, which are demanded
by thestrle of coiffure in vogue. This
shedding of the hair is a censtant pro-
cess. but in our climate is mostly observ-
able in theautumn,when alarge harvest
of hairs can usually be gathered in.
The revolting picture of those uncleanly
“snarls of combing which thrifty servant
girls save up and sell ” can have norela-
tion to the toilet of any lady. The hair
of those who have learned Low to rre-
gerve it is constantly washed—daily if
possible-—with a smull soft sponge,
slightly wet. To the water used is
added, in cold weather, a little glycerine,
and occisionally, in warm weather, the
verv smallest dish of ammonia or of
soda. The process of separating the hair
inch by inch, and washing each part-
ing with the small damp sponge, is slow,
but is rewarded by the results of perfect
freshness and increased growth, ana
asmany & lady can testify, half the val-
uable and pleasant reading of the day
can be accomplished while this pleasant
rocess is performed by herself, or by
Rer maid, if she have one. The hair
thus washed is lightly combed and then
brushed until dry, and the gatherings
from brush and comb laid, in clean,
light wisps, in a small covered basket
kept for the purpose. Every gatherer of
hair looks with daily surprise on the ac-
cumulating store, and, certainly twice
in the year, the family hairdresser will
be intrusted with o sufficient quantity
to make up in any form that may be de-
sired. Thus, bf’ a cleanly and simple
process, with only the small expense of
manufacture, all the ndditional hair
necessary is obtained, exactly matching
that on the head which it 18 to adorn,
even to the reteining of the newly-ac-
quired threads of silver which add to
the coiffure the charm of fitness when
middle age sets its seal on the brow.
With thebath, a morning plunge of the
face to the summit of the head strength-
ens the front hair, while this imersion,
1f made with the eyes open, gives a last-
ing vigor to the sight which nothing
elsecan bestow. The ocensional aid of
a judicious hairdresser is invoked for a
more ample brushing and washing, as
well as a etul eclipping, to give
strength to each separate hair, and pro-
mote its growth. ?ﬂuy it not be hoped
that this admission to a Flimpse of the
“toilette des dames ™ will calm the anx-
ieties excited by dreadful descriptionsof
** dead hair,” **hair on foot,” und hair
“‘redolent of the sepulchre, the gutter or
the servant-girl's comb,” and will tran-
auilize both satirical and scientific Amer-
iccus as to the question, ** How this con-
stanily increasing want is supplied.”"—
Forney's Progress.
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Sad Cases of Irish Destitution,

Tne New York Tribune correspondent
sent to Ireland for the purpose ol getting
at the facts in regard to the destitution
prevailing in that country, has received
the following letter from Rev. James
Stephens, parish priest at Killybegs.
county Donegal: May I ask you to make
known to our American friends the mass
of misery and destitution that so exten-
sively pervades all parts of this parish.
I have been the greater part of forty-six
years in the parish both as curate and
parish priest, and I have seen nothing to
approach the sad afiliction with which
we are now visited.
Qur country has been sinking fast into
a deep gulf for the last three years, out
of which no amount of private charity
will extricate it. The failure of the
crops for the past three years has caused
a deficit of some $175,000,000, $60,000,-
000 of which is placed to the loss sus-
tained by the failure of the potato crop.
The fopuls.t.ion comprises 3,168 persons
equal to 600 families—principally small
farmers, one-half the number paying
under $20 rent and the others from 320
to 850 per annum. The quality of the
soil is poor.
There is no market for labor, and the
men are principally employed on the
scanty labor on their farms and in the
fisheries. We have no employment for
the women. Formerl evericotmge had
its spinning wheel for making woolen
thread and linen yarn, and in most of
the cottages there was a loom for the
weaving of cloth and linen. But this
important branch of industry has now
disappeared, owing to the introduction
of machinery, and the erection of large
fuctories in cities. The looms have been
hroken up for firewood, our other m nu-
factures have been crushed out by %tr-
at
of a population of 600 famiiies in this
arisli, 500 families have received relief
rom our committee for the last five
weeks. The poor people are plunge
into so much debt that no amount of
punlic charity will apply a sufficient
remedy.

Here are a few instances of the misery
around us:

First—Edward McGuire, Rescorkin,
| hasasmall pateh of ground ; fifty years of
| nge, wife forty; six of afamily; a bunch
of tags to cover them nt night; two
blocks of wood to sit on, and an old
[ dresser form the entire stock of furni-
| ture; no fuel excepta few wet brambles;
no food except what they received from
the relief committee.

Second—Plelim Gallagher, Roughra,
ten of a fumily; wife paralyzed for the
last seven years; small patch of moun-
tain land ; no food, no fuel, no bedding;
no clothing but old sacks.

‘third—Micky (’Donnell, Gortnago-
lan, three of a family ; wife has only an
old sack on her; no fuel, no food.

Fourth—Thomas Gallagher, Conlan,
eleven of a family, tive of them well,
bass mats tied around them for cloth-
inﬁ' no fire, no hed but straw.

ifth—Pat Gillespie, Carrickatugart,
his wife and son, live ina hut lormerly a
byre for calves; entrance to it three feet
high, entire space within ten feet by nine
feet: furniture consisting of a rickety
chair, no bed, no bedding but some
straw seattered in & corner. Their only
property, twohens. Wife suffering from
asthma and not capable of work.

A place where two heads are worse
| than one, is on a pin.—Syracuse Times.
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TIMELY TOPICS.

A telemeter, which will for many
purposes far surpass any range finder
yet suggested, has been invented by a
protessor of mechanics at the high
school at Belgrade. The instrument, it
is stated, will show with unvarying pre-
cision the exact distance of an enemy.
The rapidity with which sound travels
is the basis of the measurement of dis-
tances, the distance required to be
known being shown upon the face of
the instrument in less fhan a minute.
The telemeter iteelf is only about the
gize of a watch, and can therefore be
easily carried in the pocket, while the
error in the measurement of any range
from 500 up to 20,000 yards does not ex-
ceed one and a half yards, and does not
increase with the distance. The costis
only about $10.

At one time the emperor of all the
‘Russias was in the habit of wearing a
coat of mail, very delicate and supple,
but, unabje to endure the weight, he
has abandoned this ark of safety. His
uniforms, however, are now specially
prepared, and are said to be steeped in a
particular wash which renders them
bullet-proof. The earriages and sledges
used by the monarch are also plated
with iron, and such is the mysterious
gecrecy with which he is surrounded
that even the most trusted policemen
are ignorant half an hour beforehand in
what direction he is Eoing. The cook
is watched at his work by two special
employees, and the kitchen door is
guarded by two sentinels. The viands
are tasted by experts, and only offered
to the czar when they are convinced
that no poison is lurking in them. Fond
ag he is of a good cigar, the emperor i8
obliged from similar motives of pru-
dence to foregu the pleasures of smok-
ing.

Some of the railways have been quite
Jucky in having made their contracts
for rails prior to the great advance in
iron. Tﬁe Chicago, Burlington and
Quincy was one of them, and it has
made — or rather saved — a handsome
thing by taking time by the forelock.
One of the Peunsylvania mills is the
vietim, from which the road purchased
10,000 tons of rails, to be delivered dur-
ing the year at Chicago at $42.50 per
ton. At thepresent prices of rails the
railway saves at least $400,000 by the
transaction. The company that is fill-
ing this contractis paying $45 perton
for the pig iron with which to make the
rails. Its business this year is not likely
to be very profitable,  As another in-
stance of the advantage of ‘being far-
sighted enough to Iay in a stock of ma-
terinl during the veriod of low prices,
may be mentioned the Southern Pacific
raiﬁroad. which purchased last year steel
rails and ties for over 300 miles, suffi-
cient to extend its track from Tucson to
the Rio Grande. The difference hetween
the cost of rails alone then and now
would be more than $1,000,000.
According to the London Medical
Press, those timid beings who are haunt-
ed by apprehensions of being buried
alive, and who make testamentary pro-
visions ngainst such a contingency, may
now take nourage, for science hns sup-
plied an infallible means of determining
whether or not the vital spark has
quitted the mortal frame. Electricity
enables us to distinguish with abselute
certainty between life and death, for
two or three hours after the stoppage of
the hear: the whole of the muscles of
the body have completely lost their elec-
tric excitability., When stimhulated by
electrieity they no longer contract. If,
then, when Faradism, as the treatment
with induced currents of electricity for
remedial purposes is called, is applied
to the muscles of the limbs and trunk,
gay five or six hours after supposed
deatli, there be no contractile response,
it may be certified with certainty that
death has occurred, for no faint, nor
trance, nor coma, however deep, can
prevent the manifestation of electric
muscular contractility. Hern there is
no possibility of mistake, as there cer-
tainly was when the old tests were
employed.

There is at present confined .n the
Maine State prison at Thomaston a
young French Canadian, who is there
incarcerated for the murder of a
woman. During his leisure heurs,
with nothing but a pocket and shoe
knife, a file and whetstone, this prisoner
has manufactured a clock which keeps
accurate time, and which is a great
mechanical curiosity. It has a rooster
on top, who flaps his wings on the
hour being reached. There is also
figures showing the day of the week
and month. Underneath is a glass case,
three feet high and two feet wide, con-
taining 242 figures of men, birds, ani-
mals, etc. These objects go through
various performances, as small 8prings
are touched, and a music box plays
tunes at the same time. A mouse i8
made to run from its hiding place, and
it is quickly caught by a cat. A beggar
approaches a man for money, is impu-
dent, and after a tussle is knocked
down. A snake glides stealthily over
the floor, and at the door s sentinel
stands with a small tin cup in his hand,
who takes off his hat and politely bows
when coin is dropped into his cup.
Among the objects are full companies
of infantry and cavairy, which come
out and go through the manual of arms
very finely. The clock is exhibited by
the prisoner while in his cell, and many
are the odd dimes he receives from
visitors.

Cold in the Head.

Most people look upon & cold as a
small matter. * Oh,” they say, “ It Is
nothing but a cold.” And yet a cold
may prove speedily fatal, or be a
gource ot life-long harm. The danger
is more apparent when we remember
that a vigorous person hut seldom takes
cold, but mainly those persons in whom
the power of vital resistance is already
weakened. i

A cold may run rapidly into pneu-
monia. It may give rise to rheuma-
tism, and thence disease of the heart.
It may throw itself with dapgerous
symptoms on the bowels. It may bring
on a kidney complaint. It may inflame,
and close up the gall-ducts, and thus
cause .indescribable agony from the dis-
tention of the inflamed bladder by the
accumulated bile. Finally, it may result
in cold in the head.

The original attack—it is slight and
brief tever—is general. The point of
gpecial harm is frome the consequences
which remain when the fever is over.

Of all colds it is_generally thought
that one in the head is of the least sig-
niticance, beyond being annoying. But,
at n late meeting of the New York
medieal society, a paper was read by
Dr. Roosa, in which Le declared it to be
the most frequent cnuse of certain
chronic disenses—and indeed of very
many of the maladies which terminate
life before the age of seventy.

de added: * The first great precau-
tion to be taken by each individual is to
keep himself in good generai condition;
and to do that he muststudiously avoid
all that tends to disorder the skin and
the functions of all the organs of the
body. .

Children must be clothed in flannel the
year round; and must be made to know
that the staples of cliet are millk, bread,
meat, vegetables and fruit; and that
tea, coffee, and pastry of all kindsare to
he used only as the greatest of luxuries,
and theretore in small quantities and at
long intervals.— Youth's Companion.

——————
“ A bee-sting is only one-fourth of an

inch long.” A very insignificant thing,
n&parently, but it Jeavés a warm impres-

about two feet deep. There is noth-

fn nst:in o c ‘ion caused by
;FEN--';L anhmﬂ may look that
gt R
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A BEVOLTING SPECTACLE.

How the Ceremony of the * Dosseh ' s
Performed at Cairo—A Horse, With His
Rider, Walking Upon Prostrate Hu-
man Forms,

A recent letter from Cairo, E to
the New York Herald, has this gg'unt
of the annual ceremony of the * Dos-
seh,” which closes the festivities in-
dulged in by the Mussulman pilgrims
after réturning from their long visit to
Mahomet’s. shrine at Mecca, Arabia:
Every good Mussulman is expected
once during his lifetime to make the
pl]gnqmage to Mecea. The performance
of this sacred duty confers the title of
*“ Hadji,” secures indulgence fér sins,
acts — to use a legal expression —as a
‘‘rule nisi ” to finally enter Paradise. 4
Mussulman who has made thispilgrim-
age is sure when he dies to go to heaven
unless some very weiﬁhny reason for his
not going there should he clearly estah-
lished. On Monday, the Egyptian pil-
grims formally entered the city of Cairo
upon their return from Mecca. The
CATAVAD, consistinﬁof about 1,500 Had-
is, proceeded to the mosque at the cit-
adel, where they deposited the sacred
carpet, *Mahmel,” which during the
past year rested upon the prophet’s
tomb. - This carpet, brought back b,
the present caravan, has been replac
at Mecca by the new one carried thither
by this same caravan, which left Cairo
last fall. The ceremony of placing the
carpet in its final resting place at the
citade) took place in the presence of the
khedive, the sheik-ul-islam, the sheik-
el-bekri, the muttiand allthe high fanc-
tionaries. The ceremony of the ** Dos-
seh ” winds up the festivities for the re-
turn of the pilgrims. The principal
teature of this religious ceremony con-
stitutes one of the rare public manifes-
tations of fanaticism in Egypt. Some
thirty or forty pilgrims, whose religious
feelings have been wrought up toa cli-
max by continued festivities of a week’s
duration, and by means of ** hasheesh,”
lie upon the ground with their faces
downward. They lie close togsther
and are so Pla.(-ed as to form = sort of
‘‘corduroy” road. A sheik mounted
upon an Arab stallion of the purest
breed then rides over their pros-
trate hodies. It was only after
rapeated efforts that the horse could
be 1aade to tread upon these human
forms. The united efforts of five men
were required to overcome the noble
animal's aversion to this terrible task.
When the horse felt his feet cutting
deeply into the flesh of the half naked
tanatics bereath him he trembled, then,
becoming frightened or muddened at the
scene of reckless frenzy about him, the
animal commenced plunging. Thekilled
and wounded were quickly and silently
removed from sight, and the horse with
his rider havirg reached the end of this
terrible lane, seemed greatly relieved to
stand at last upon firm greund. His
pure white feet were, however, deeply
stained with the blood and gore of his
victims.

The fanatics submit themselves to

this ordeal with the ‘bhelief that Allah

will prevent them from receiving any
harm from the horse bearing the liol

sheik. I have witnessed this annua
ceremony several times; but on this oc-

casion I was lucky enough to secure a

position so near the sheik that I could

almost touch him with my outstretched
arm. I noticed five vietims who re;
ceived injuries which I deemed fatal.

Mauy others were wounded, but at the

very instant of receiving any injury they

were most skillfully and quickly con-
cealed by men standing at Linnd for the
purpose. '‘here are many other inci-
dents to this fefe, such as eating live
snakes, swallowing glass, etc.; but the
frent event of the day isthe scene which

have just described, and which took
place in the presence of the khedive, the
gheik-ul-islam, mufti, and all the

rinces, ministers and functionaries,

Eoth native and European, as well as by

many hundreds of women of the princely

and other harems.

How One Man Acquired Riches.
Milliongire Borland landed in this
country from Ireland when & boy, and
worked on a farm on the Hudson for $10
a month. In 1852 he went to San Fran-
cisco, and soon after began work in the
mines for 34 a day. Since that time he
has made and lost fortunes. He is re-

resented by thie Mining News as saying:
?n 1872 I bouglit 500 shares of Central

'for less than $£5,000. This mine was

soon afterward cut up and put into
California, and the redistribution gave
me 1,250 shares. I never paid an
assessment on it, for none was ever
called for, and in no time the stock
went up to 8740 a share, when 1 sold.
That paid pretty well. Let me see; I
paid $5000, and sold for $9825.600.
That left me a profit of 8920,000. That
wae one of my best speculations, but
not quite as good as another one that I
was in almost at .the same time. I
bought 500 shares of Consolidated Vir-
ginia for $50 a share, and paid two
assessments on it, ‘which brought up
the price to 856 a share. This mine
was also *‘ cut up” just about this time,
and my 500 shares spread out into 2,750
shares. I held this stock for two years,
when it went up like a flash. Isold
out in 1874 for $750 a share. It cost
me $28.000 for my stock, and I sold out
for $2,062,500. That was pretty good
interest on the money. One Saturday
the stock was selling for 8350 a share,
but I held on. The following Monda

it was $500 a share. [ tell you, it too

a pretty strong head to stand that. I
was_getting rich, not at the rate of a
million & minute, as they say, but $100,-
000 a day or so; but that was fast
enough. Nobody ever knew anything
about this till it was all over. I never
{old my wife and family any of my
business affairs, and never kept any
books. The only buok that I kept was
a little puss-book that I carried in m

inside coat-pocket, with a record of all
I bought and sold, and the price.' I
never %et any one see this, and never
hrought it out except sometimes on a
Sunday afternoon, or when I was alone.
My heavy losses, in 1878, were on Sierra
Nevada and Union. I lost 81,400,000
then inside of ten days—shrunk that
much in depreciation of stock. The
veins were not so wide as was ex-
pected.

The Biter Bitten.
Some weeks ago, says a San Francisco
paper, the postmun on his rounds
dropped into & cutler’s store on Kear-
ney street, and handed the proprietor a
note. Itread:

Ione CiTy,—.

MR. ——: Please cend me by express
C. 0. D. one bull's-cye lantern, with all
the modern improve ments, glass re
flector, patent slide, ete. .

Jonx WiLLians, Tinsmith.
The knife-sharpener read the ephstle
thoughtfully, turned it over, examined
the back and laid it down.

“That fellow is a thief,” said he,
«“ 111 eharge him four prices.” And he
did. The matter passed out of the mind
of the conscientious trader until the
other morning when he opened his store,
or at least tried to open it, but failed.
The door was already ajar. Dashing
behind the counter, his worst fears were
renlized. The safe was picked and its
contents gone. When the mist cleared
from the cutler's eyes he ohserved a
note on the counter, and, taking it up,
he read:

Mr. —: Don't be surprised that
your safe is busted. What can an houest
man do but steal when he has to pay
$20 for a dark lantern?

Yourstruly, JonN WiLLiaMs,

Late of Ione City.

The cutler was g0 smitten by remorse
that he has since not sold a single pair
of cast iron scissors for steel, and hus
actually let 8 Chinaman have a two-bit
' razor for $1,15. At this rate he will be
' pankrupt within a week, and in mercy
to the unfortunate man and deference
to the feelings of his grief-stricken rela-

‘I¢ives his name is suppressed.

)

Balzao dnd the Bookseller.

In the good old days when the Belgian
publishers were pirating French books
and even selling them in Paris, Bolzac,
the eminent French movelist, suffered
rerf severely from the competition,
which was all the more vating he-
cause he could not lay hands on the pub-
lisher or his agents.

One day, however, as he was going
through the Palais Royal he espied im-
pudently displayed in the window of a
dealer one of the books in question.
The blood in his veins boil@d, and Jift-
ing his cane, the author of the “Comedle
Humaine" smashed the pane of glass into
a thousand pieces.

Out rushed theshopkseper, white with
rage.

* 8ir, I saw you smash my window.”

*1 do not say I didn't.”

“You know what the proverb says,
‘Men who break windows have—'"

e proverb in question, an t
is correct.” . 1 ) i ’

. “Do you mesn to say, sir, that this
is to he an exception to the general
rulef”

“It may be.”

“You are jesting, sir.”

*“Do I look as if I was?” ;

““Are you going to pay for that win-
dow!

*“Not if I can help myself.”

“1'11 send for the commissaire.”

‘‘Send for the commissaire, then.”

The magistrate arrives, and having
heard the evidence, bids the stranger
pay fifteen fruncs to the bookseller. 'fhe
stranger does 8o, and adds, politely:

*M. le Commissaire, through this
pane, which I broke in order to obtain
the pleasure of your acquaintance, you
observe a novel by Honore de Balzac,
which Werdet alone is authorized to
publish. You wilhpemlve that the
publisher's name is Meline, of Brussels,
an eminent pirate of French books.
This gentleman, whose window I took
the liberty of smashing, is dealing in
illicit 8, & matter for which he will
have to answer before the courts. In
prder to insure his conviction it was
necessary for me to have the evidences
of his guilt impounded in & manner that
there 2ould .be no doubt about it, so I
lured him into sending for you. I am
M. de Balzac!”

Anecdotes About Animals.

A buzzard eaptured in Logan county,
Ky., had on one of its feet a steel trap of
Eeuulim- pattern, which' was identified

y Mr. Tranghber as having been carried | q

away five years previously.

A Madison county (Ky.) hog that had
its nose smashed by a timber goes about
with a cob, stick or stone in its mouth
to facilitate breathing.

Mrs. Augustus Brooks, of East Elliott,
Me., has a cat thirteen years old which
walks around a room on her hind legs
only, dances, turns somersaults, goes
through the motions of holding a jew's-
harp to her mouth with one paw and
playing on it with the other, her
paw to visitors and holds a saucer of
milk on her fore legs while she drinks
it. .

Two dogs, a bulland a Newfoundland,
were having a_fierce fight in a field at
Haymaker, N. Y., and a cow was look-
ing on. Neither dog getting worsted,
the cow stopped the battle by throwin
both dogs over a bluff. They retur
to the fight, and the cow hurled one of
the dogs to the top of the bluff, and the
other a dozen feet in another direction.
The dogs then sneaked away.

After being shut up ina mine for forty-
three days ana nigh%s, a Devonshire
(Eng.) dogstilllives. 'In accompanying
his master on a shooting excursion he
fell into a shafl sixty-six feet deep, and
was supposed to be killed. After more
than a month a howl was heard to pro-
ceed from the pit's mouth. A miner
was sent for and lowered, and the d}:}g
rescued in an emaciated condition. He
had lost twenty-six pounds in weight.

On the edge of a slate quarry a thrush
had made her nest. It was so close to
danger that when the rock was blasted
a piece of the falling slate came almost
into the nest. At the ringing of a bell
the hird saw the men run. She left her
nest too, and after the explosion she re-
turned. This the thrush continued to do
whenever a blast was fired. The men
rang the bell to hoax the bird, but she
only peeped over the nest, and as the
men did not run, settled down again.

A Story of Alexander H. Stephens.

Hon. A. H. Stephens, of Georgis, in
an address delivered in 1849, at & meet-
ing in Alexandria, for the benefit of
the orphan asylum and free school of
that city, related, the following anec-
dote: A poor litﬂe boy, in a cold night
in June, with no home or roof to shel-
ter his head, no paternal or maternal

uardian or guide to protect and direct
Eim on his way, reached at nightfali
the house of a rich planter, who took
him in, fed, lodged, and sent him on his
way with his blessing. Those kind at-
tentions cheered his heart, and inspire
him with fresh couria'ge to battle with
the obstacles of life. Yearsrolled round;
Providence led him on; he had reached
the legal profession ; his host had died;
the cormorants that prey on the sub-
stance of man had formed a conspiracy
1o get from the widow her estates. She
gent for the nearest counsel to commit
her cause to him, and that counsel
proved to be the drpban boy years be-
fore welcomed and entertained by her
and her deceased husband. The stim-
ulus of & warm and tenacious gratitude
was now added to the ordinary motives
connected with the profession. He un
dertook her cause with & will not_ewl‘y.
to ho resisted ; he gainedit; the widow's
estates were secured to her in perpetu-
ity; and, Mr. Stephens added, with an
emphasis of emotion that sent its elec-
tric thrill throughout the house—** that
orphan boy now stands before you.”

ot more than one out ol every one

hundred bead of game brought to the
markets of St. Petersburg and Moscow
ig shot. The others are trapped. Each

easant has & path in the forests, which
18 considered Lis especial property.
The path is sometimes as much as thirty
miles long, and on each side traps of all
sorts and sizes are set, and Wwolves,
foxes, martens, sables, badgers, hares,
sqirrels, rabbits, partridges, quail and
irouue are caught in great numbers.

s it often happens that the owner of
the traps does not visit them for weeks,
gnme perishes without benefit to any
one.

Frightfal Landslip,

The landslip which overwhelmed part
of the Russian army marching against
the Tekke-Turkomans, of which little
has been made known, must take rank
as one of the most terrible catastrophes
of the kind on record. Thecolumn was
encamped ‘in & narrow valley near
Khoja-Kilel, and not far from Kara-
Kaleh, when, after heavy rains, a huge
mass of the mountain overhanging the
camp came down and buried sixlflun-
dred soldiers and many horses, The
Turkomans, taking advantage of the
mishap and tlhe consequent confusion,
attacked and plundered the Russian
camp, compeiling the remainder of the
column to fall back ;J(Fun Chat. No
landslip, unaccompanied by other natu-
ral convulsions, like earthquakes or vol-
canic eraptivns, has ever caused such a
fearful loss of life; indeed, the instances
of vast displacements of surface are very
rare. In 1840 there was a wonderful
subsidence of surface at Axmouth, in
Devonshire, when about one hundred
acres of undercliff slipped down to the
sea, and a reef forty feet in height was
driven up through the water. There
was no loss of life on this occasion, nor
in the landslips at Lyme Regis in 1871,
at Freshwater in 1842, or at Sidmouth
in the same year. The disaster of Khoja-
Kaleh, therefore. is probably unique in

its horrors.
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As We Make It.
Oh, call not this a valeol tears,
A world of gloom and sorrow;
One-half the griet that o’er us comes,
Pmmnltwembomv.'
The earth is beautiful and good;
How long will'man mistake it?
The folly is within ourselves;
The world is what we mske it

Did we but strive to make the best
Of troubles that befall us,

Instead of mesting cares halt way,
They would not so appal us.

Earth has a spell for loving heartay
Why should we seek to break it T
Let's scatter lowers instead of thorns—
The world is what we make it,

1f trath and love and gentle srords

And pesce and concord Sourish.
Ob, bas not each some kindly thought ?
Then let's at onoe swake it;
Believing that, for good or fll,
The world {s what we make it.

r—

Russias must be a great country
hard colds. Almost every
ends with a “ koff."—Free Press.

A joke is not so durable as
bell. After it has been tolled a
times, it is worn out.—Meriden

Impecunious tram on
for quarters at the ’;om station,
th they never get so much as
nickel.—Syracuse Herald.

A borse in Paris saw his master get-
ting the worst of it in a fight, when he
1:'1 ed times

the other man .off. thres
h his teeth, stopping the battle.
When we see two fashionably dressed
women pass each other on thestreet, we

can't suppress the thought that
want, looiing after.— Y:L. Mcmmmq
The popular color is heliotrope, em
bracing all ‘the shades from cate
lavender to royal purple, and pheasant
hue graduates from drab to dark brown,
There was a bull-fight by moonlight
in Compeachy, Mexico, recently, in
which it is said that the governor of the
state figured, disgu asa or.,
*“Wiil advertising pay?” A old
tion and it has been proven it
wili; hut what most interests the editor
in. ** Will the advertiser pay ™'—McKean
Counly Miner.
Thackeray onceé sald: *‘ When I was
a boy I wanted some faffy; it was a

shill ni', I hadn't one. \en ] was a
man I had a shilling, but Ididn’t wan#
any taffy.” :

While two trotters were engaged in a
brush on the road at Oshkosh, lately,
they each cast a shoe at the same time.
The shoes met in the air and came down
linked together.

De Lesseps estimates that the Brook-
l%n bridge will lest for six centuries.

e shall watch that bridge with some
enriosity to see just how near he hits it.
— Boston Transcript.

A richman who had begun lifeasa
bootbiack happened to remark that Le
had taken a box at the o and some
one meanly asked him if a brush went
with it.—Boston Gmncrl s ;

The town council of L . E:E-
land, has voted in favor of ciou_ing 8
drinking saloons on Sunday. Last lyaar
there were 23,000 convictions for crimes
and misdemeanors arising from drunk-
ernness. ) )

There are great complaints ‘as to the
increase of drunkenness in Italy, where
for three years there has practically
been free trade in public houses, and the
revival of former restrictions is de-

The boys have all had something to
say about *‘home without a mother,”
and what it is; but we believe that no
one has yet remarked that it is a poor
lace for a man to get his stockings
arned.—Middletewn Transcripi.

The returns for 1879 show that Cali-
fornia that year produced $17,000,000 of
zold and nearly $3,000,000 of silver.
This amount i8 insignificant by com-
parison with the much greater yield
" iculture, which amounted to
$90,000,000. This is nearly $30,000,000
in excess of the greatest yield of gol& in
any one year. .

If you are fond ot interesting anec-
dotes, you will strike one occasionally
in the medical journals. One of them
says that a countg youth, nineteen
years old, was kicked in the head bya
mare nm}fd Dollﬁ and was insensible
for three hours w ile the doctors were
at work on the depressed bome. As
goon a8 it was removed he cried,
“Whoa, Dolly,” in a most energetic
tone, and locked surprised at his situ-
ation. He was not conscious the mare
had kicked ; the Iast thing which he re-
wa.rdthat she wheeled round
and laid back her ears.
The population of Sweden at the close
of 1878 amounted to 4,531,863, being an
increase for the year of 1.06 per cent.
About fifteen per cent. of the whole
population ncw reside in towns, there
being & steady increase in that direc.
tion since 1830. The great numerical
excess of the female population has
been for many years decreasing; at
present the ratio is about 1.055 women
for every 1,000 men. The excess is less
in the northern provinces. The num-
ber of emigrants during each of the five
years from 1868 to 1873 was never under
13,000, and in one year rose to 68,000,
As usual, America was the chief attrac-
tion for intending emigrants, but emi-
gmﬁtion to Australia is steadly growing
in favor.
————

Two Daring Young Riders.

A gentleman who lives on the Stanie-
1aus river close to its junction with the
San Joaquin, told a reporter that near
his place are & boy ang a girl, the former
about trwelva ;ndf the ot}le:_- four%«eemn
years of age, who frequently ju n
the saddle in the morning andmr?de all
dayamong droves of wild cattle which
would surely gore taem to death should
they become unseated. Both carr lar-
iats, and if they see acalf in the drove
that has escaped being marked they run
on to it, the boy throwing his ronc and
catching it by the head and the girl by
the feet, afterwhich the ears and brie-
ket are duly cut. But this is not all.
On the ranch is a large bottom of un-
dergrowth, in which roam hundreds of
wilgrlc;ogs. Of these the boars are per-
fectly ferocious and will fight when
pressed the Jeast bit. The children
monnted on their well-trained horses
and carrying in their hands the lasse
which they 8o skillfully handle, dash
headlong after these hogs over &1l sorts
of ground, up and down steep banks,
catching one out of peirly every drov
they scare up. Lastsummer they caught
over thirty in this manner. When the
lnsso is thrown on the head and feet of
the hog and he is stretched out 80 that
he can do no harm, the boy gets flown
from his horse and ties the hog's feet
with picces of rope carried along for the
purpose, His horse stands_as firaly
without as with a rider. bring trained
to that work and never having done any
other, A wagon is sent for the hog.
which is placed in a strong pen and
soon taumzdp go that he can be fatted for
market, A few daysago the boy was
riding in the undergrowth, when -he
started up adeer. Putting spurs to his
horse he got near enougl to'the deer to

throw his lasso on to his horns, buthe
did not have time to fasten the other
end of the 1asso to his saddle before the
fleet-footed animal was off with rope and
all. These children have been riding
constantly ever since they 'were big
enough to sit on a horse.—Socklon (Cal.)
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